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smile, or a Avord of praise or blame, lie discharged the duties of the daily routine punctually, listened good-lmmoredly to the request that he would dull the edge of a criticism or soften a misanthropic sentiment, and conformed with entire fidelity to the suggestions made.    Such is Willis's sketch of his subordinate, and he adds in general terms that through a considerable period he saw only " one presentment of the man, — a quiet, patient, industrious, and most gentlemanly person, commanding the utmost respect and good feeling by his unvarying deportment and ability."   It needs no keen eye to read between the lines of this highly respectable description the real facts, •— that the pay was small, the labor perfunctory and uninteresting, and the spirit of the poet himself, compelled to subdue his saturnine temper to the geniality of his cliief, was chafing and burning within.    It was a striking instance of Pegasus in harness.
The first number of "The Evening Mirror" appeared October 7, 1844, and the next day the literary columns contained this passage upon Elizabeth Barrett Browning: —
" Miss Barrett is worth a dozen of Tennyson and six of Motherwell — equal perhaps in original genius to Keats and Shelley."
Two months later this was followed up by another unmistakable sentence on the same poetess:—
" We do not believe there is a poetical soul embodied
